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When lunch had been eaten, one fair summer day, 
And bobolinks sang in a light-hearted way, 

Twins Bobby and Billy, close followed by Bubble, 
Went searching a field of yellow wheat stubble, 
To find what they could their quick minds to employ 
In pastime which none of their friends would annoy. 


They came to the stacks of the well-arranged 
wheat; 
Around and around raced the eight nimble feet, 
Until by a stack a tall ladder they found, 
That reached from the top of the stack to the 
ground. 


“A ladder! Hurrah!” Billy called to his friends ; 

“We will climb up and up till we find where it ends, 
Then down we'll slide smoothly, all three in a row; 

“Come, Bobby and Bubble, let's hurry and go!” 
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But Bubble had trouble in making his feet 

The rungs of the ladder each upward step meet; 
The twins helped him patiently, forefoot and back, 
And soon they all stood on the peak of the stack. 
Then down the three sat to launch out on their ride, 
Cute Bobby, cute Billy, cute Bubble beside; 

And down they came flying, a wild joyous ride, 
Until they shot off at the stack’s bulging side. 


Said Bobby, as up from the ground they arose: 
“The next time, I'll hold on by fingers and toes!" 
At that rose a laugh from the fun-loving three 
That silenced the blackbirds in cottonwood tree. 
Said Billy: “At present, no more stacks for me, 


And there is a horse cart I think we should see.” 
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The cart on the brow of a hill stood alone; 

One wheel to hold standing, was braced by a stone. . 

A rope the twins found, and the shafts back they ( 
tied, 

To keep them from catching and stopping the ride. 

They all got aboard, moved the stone with a stick, 

And down the cart plunged at a pace very quick. 

Loud clattered the loose wheels, and loud was their 
mirth, 

Until the cart bumped them off on to the earth. 

It struck on a large piece of grass-hidden wood, 

And all the joy-riders lit just as they could; 

But up with gay laughing and shouting once more, . 

They started off, other rich fields to explore. i 


They came to a tall tree around whose great roots 
Grew coarse grass and rushes and willowy shoots. 
Said Bobby to Billy: “A castle let's make, 

To which all our jewels and gold we can take.” 
Kind Billy agreed, and the two then began 

Their castle to build on a beautiful plan. 
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The shoots they bent over to make a green form, 
And covered, to shut out both sunshine and storm. 
Bright Bubble in bringing them st:cks did his share, 
And soon three feet high stood the castle in air. 


Then when they had finished and played for an. 


hour, 
They started the red clover meadow to scour. 


Of currants that grew by the fences they ate; 
“Come, Bobby,” said Billy ; but Bobby said: “Wait!” 

For Bubble was stripping the stems that grew low, 

And until he had finished the boys would not go. 


A tub they got into and rowed on the creek, 

Where, winding and turning, the cool wavelets 
seek. 

Said Bobby: “Let's sail for the wide, restless sea, 

Adventurers bold in a strange land to be. 

We'll find the wild zebra, and through jungles ride, 

Where lions their young in the dark caverns hide.” 


| 
vy? / 7X 
Di CIN LA ds 
‘Be 


They sailed, but they found neither zebra nor cub, 

So back to the woodshed they carried the tub. 

They romped then with Bubble until toward the 
eve, 

They said: “Of our playground we now take our 
leave, 

For Mother will need us to help with the work, 

And that is a happiness we will not shirk.” 

So homeward they started, each one on a run, 

To find in the chores of the evening more fun. 

As spokes of two wheels flashed the brown chubby 
legs, 

When they to the nests ran to gather the eggs. 

They faithfully watered the tiny chick broods, 

And to the chicks’ mothers they carried fresh foods. 
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When suppertime came, washed and brushed till 
they shone, 

No happier twins has this world ever known. 

At table, with eyes closed in serious face, 

Each thankfully listened while Father said grace, 

And Bubble, with drooped lids and little feet still, 


Knew that when grace ended his plate they would 
fill. 


When supper was over, they kissed all good night. 

And deeply they slept until morning shone bright. 

And close by their bedside, the dreamy night 
through, 


Their true friend and playmate, dog Bubble, slept 
too. 
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PETER 
THE FEL 


AGNES DEERING M CS: 


One warm sunny day in June, Peter and his a were sitting 
out in the garden by-the large fishpond. 

““Mother,”” said Peter, “please say: “You are old, Father 
William.’ ” 

“Very well, dear.” And Peter’s mother began: 

*“* "You are old, Father William,” the young man said, 

“And —”’” 

“No, don’t begin there, Mother. Begin where it tells about 
Father William balancing the eel on the end of his nose.” 

““Well, let me think a moment. Is this the stanza, Peter? 

““***You are old,” said the youth; “‘one would hardly suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever; 
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 
What made you so awfully clever>”’’” 

““That’s the one,” said Peter. “Wish I could have seen old 
Father William do it. I wonder what an eel looks like. Did you 
ever see one, Mother >” 

“Yes, indeed, Peter. One time when I was a little girl, I was 
visiting out at my grandfather’s, and I saw an eel in a stream that ran 
through one of the pastures.” 

“Oh, what was it like?” 

“Tt was about four feet long and it was round, like a gaspipe. 
It was such a slippery-looking creature and writhed about so that [ 
didn’t examine it very closely.” 

“Didn’t you even try to catch it?’ asked Peter. 

“Oh, no, the sight of it was quite enough, although I knew that it 
was harmless,:” replied Peter’s mother. ‘““And now I must go to the 
house, as your aunt telephoned that she would come over this after- 
noon. 

““Must I come too,” asked Peter, “or may I wait and come later? 
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Mother >”” 


Did you ever see one, 


“IT wonder what an eel looks like. 
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Of course I want to see her, but it is such fun to watch these fish swim- 
ming about—and I might see an eel.” 

“T hardly think so,” said his mother, laughing. “However, you 
may stay here if you like.” 

“Now,” said Peter, as he settled himself comfortably on the 
bank of the pond, “I wish I would see an eel. If I had a long black 
hair from a horse’s tail, I could put it into the water and it would turn 
into an eel. Ol’ Henning said so.” 

“‘Henning is a—well, Henning is very much mistaken.” 

““Wh—why, you’re an eel, aren’t you?” gasped Peter. 

“T certainly am—Egbert the Eel. And nothing makes me quite 
so angry as to hear people say that we eels were once old long black 
stringy horsehairs. I can’t understand what makes people so silly!” 

“But some of the creatures change from something else; frogs do 
and so do butterflies,” said Peter. 

““Yes, but see what they are,” said Egbert Eel scornfully. “A 
butterfly is a mere insect. And as for frogs—h—m, many’s the one 
I’ve eaten. I was born in the sea, I was. I am one of a family of 
twenty million. Yes sir, my mother laid twenty million eggs, of which 
I was one.” 

“But if you were hatched in the sea,”’ said Peter, “how do you 
happen to be away out here in this pond?” 

“Oh, we swim up the rivers until we come to a place in which we 
think it would be good to live. Sometimes we come out of the rivers 
and crawl to some pond or well. ‘That is how I happen to be here 
now. As last October was our second birthday, my brothers and sis- 
ters and I left the sea to find homes in fresh water. These journeys 
of the eels are sometimes known as “‘eelfares,”” and the young eels are 
called elvers. 

““When I get to be four and a half years of age—or maybe I 
shall wait until I’m eight—I shall change from my yellow suit of 
clothing to a beautiful silver one. And perhaps I shall find Miss Ella 
Eel and go with her down to the sea. She will be older and larger 
than I, and will be very splendid in her beautiful silver dress. Then 
when we reach the sea we shall go away down to the bottom where 
Ella will lay from five million to twenty million eggs which will in 
time hatch into baby eels. At first the little darlings will be as thin as 
paper and not more than three inches long. 

“Then i in about two years these young eels will make their way 
up a river, just as I did.” 


““But don’t your parents come with you to show you the way?” 
asked Peter. 
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“Dear me, no! After my parents had their family well started 
they left us. Why, I’ve never even seen either of them.” Egbert 
seemed almost boastful over this lack of parental care. 

“But if you’ve never seen your parents,” objected Peter, “how 
do you know that everything will happen as you say it will? I know 
lots of things that are going to happen, but my mother tells me.” 

“We eels know things without being told. We have to, you 
know, as there is no one to tell us. But do let me continue with my 
life history, as I have something else to relate. 

“As I said before, I started from thy sea home in October, but it 
took me quite a while to get here. I had no trouble swimming up the 
rivers, but when I wanted to come over to this pond | had to wait until 
the grass got moist so that I could crawl on it. Of course, all last 
winter I lay buried in the mud. Mud certainly makes a good soft bed. 
The only trouble is that it sticks to my scales.” 

“Oh, Egbert Eel, do you have scales? Mother said that eels 
were such slippery creatures.” 

“We're slippery enough,” said Mr. Egbert Eel. “Just you try 
to hold me, and see. You can’t see my scales at a glance, because 
they are so small and are sunk so far into my flesh. But they are there, 
all the same. 

“T should like to tell you about the electric eel. I think you will 
find it extremely interesting. HH—m.” 

“Oh, I should like to hear about that,” exclaimed Peter. ‘“‘Does 
it have a battery that you can push on and off >” 

“It does its own pushing, much to the sorrow of the other fish,” 
replied Egbert Eel. “But let me start at the beginning. I never could 
start in the middle and work out toward both ends. In the first place, 
strictly speaking, the electric eel is not an eel at all.” 

h, isn’t said Peter. 

“No it isn’t,” declared Egbert Eel solemnly. “It never was an 
eel and I don’t suppose it ever will be an eel. People call it an eel 
because it looks and acts like one, and they don’t know the difference. 
But there is a difference—a very great difference. Why, the electric 
eel is related to the catfish family. And dear me, we don’t claim 
relationship with that family at all. 

“The way I happen to know about it is that I heard Cally Cat- 
fish tell a friend of her’s that her relative, the electric eel, stunned fish 
by turning on his electric current and shocking them.” 

“Oh, how horrid,” exclaimed Peter. “Are there any of those 
electric eels around here>?” 

“Oh, no,” replied Egbert, “‘they live in the warm waters of South 
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America. But the worst thing about the electric eel is that it is so 
sneaking. Instead of going up to a fish and having a good fair fight, 
Mr. Electric Eel steals up behind poor Mr. Fish and turns on his 
electric current before that unfortunate creature can say ‘fin.’”’ 

““How beastly.”” Peter was by this time very indignant. 

“Oh, I could tell you a lot more,” said Egbert Eel proudly, “but 
I shan’t, because it might cause you to have bad dreams. Besides, | 
hear some one calling you.” 

“That’s my aunt,” explained Peter. “She probably has brought 
me something, so I’d better go. And anyway, she’s my favorite aunt. 
So good-by, Egbert Eel; I hope I’ll see you again some time.” 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I am now wise, I am now true, 
- Patient, kind, and loving, too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my All; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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What 


Chapter 
Bitty Is HEALED 


When Aunt Pete arrived her fudge was waiting for her. Ruby’s 
quarter of the candy, exact measure, had gone home with her, and 
Billy was left to tell the story. 

““That young lady will make her way in life, all right,” twinkled 
Aunt Pete, as she tried the vegetables with a fork. 

Billy had received instructions concerning the preparation of this 
meal. He had even cut the bread, not very artistically, perhaps, but 
there were no criticisms, and the meal was eaten to the last crumb. 

The next night, after lessons, Billy asked in an excited voice: 

“Ruby, do you think I had better try to go downstairs and climb 
back again tonight?” 

“Sure!” said Ruby, at once. “‘Let’s do it now.” 
ia “How?” asked Billy. “‘Shall I try first a few steps and come 

ack >” 

“Well, I’d go down straight to the bottom, and come up ’em all. 
But you and I have different ways about us. Your way would seem 
to me as if I thought God might be able to help me only for a few steps, 
and so I would feel that I had to try him out first. But Billy, God 
could use you to climb a great mountain with!” 

““You mean I could use him, don’t you?” 

“Well, either way you like; they are both all right with me. 
Come on.” 

So Billy came. He went to the bottom, and then he went up 
again. Of course, the rail had to help some, but on the whole, even 
Ruby felt that he had done well. Just as they reached the top, they 
heard some one coming up behind them. It was Miss Minton. 

“Oh! that fudge was so good,” she said. “Can you make me 
some more? It has ‘made a hit’ with the teachers. Can you make 
chocolate fudge, too?” 
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Billy looked at Ruby. 

“Oh, yes,” said the spokesman, “‘that is easier. But if I couldn’t 
make it, I’d soon learn.” 

Miss Minton smiled. 

“You'll do,” she remarked approvingly. “I would like the same 
amount of divinity that I had before, and also a dollar’s worth of 
chocolate, for this is a company affair—for a party tomorrow night.” 

“We'll have it for you. Will you bring a box this time, too?” 

. “More than one,” smiled Miss Minton. “I feel as though I had 
struck a gold mine.” 

“She didn’t pay us in advance,” said Ruby, “so you must bor- 
row sugar, eggs, chocolate, and things. I'll make a list for you. Get 
them from your folks in the morning. We won’t touch that fifty cents 
in the bank—it isn’t enough, anyway. We'll pay your folks back, 
and save what’s left over for more fudge for the teachers.” 

““How do you know they'll want any more>?” asked the boy. 

“Well, you see, I am making pictures of fudge, in my mind. 
Mamma says we make pictures all the time for something, so we must 
be careful to make what we want. I like to make fudge; I like to 
sell it.” 

Billy thought about this a great deal while he was doing his work. 

“Sure enough,” he said to himself, “when I thought of myself as 
a weak sickly little boy, I was like that. I guess we do get what we 
think about the hardest.” 

Mrs. Williams could hardly believe that things had changed so 
with Billy. “I can’t understand this, Pete,” she said earnestly. 
““What has happened to Billy >” 

“Billy,” said Aunt Pete, “has stepped out of his fears; he has 
recognized the health and strength within him, which are his because 
he is a child of God. You see the results!” 

“But could he have done this before? Was he well all the time?” 

“What do you think about it>” smiled Aunt Pete. 

“T guess,” reflected Billy’s mother, “that when we change our 
thoughts from weakness to strength, and our words from can’t to can, 
and our moods from gloom to joy, our bodies will change from inertia 
to energy. It looks so to me, now. I feel almost as much better as 
Billy does. Those headaches are gone. I suppose worry caused 
them. I have forgotten all about my indigestion.” 

Soon the time came when Billy could walk, sit without getting 
tired, and use the stairs. And he was to enter school. 

Ruby was on hand bright and early, that first day, to officiate as 
guide and counselor. She tried to lead Billy by the hand, but he had 
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FRANCES 


She tried to lead Billy by the hand, but he had acquired some spirit of his own. 


Q 
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acquired some spirit of his own, and he rebelled. But in his heart he 
was glad of Ruby’s companionship in this new experience. 

At school the children who knew him gathered about and began 
to ask questions. 

““What doctor did you have, Billikins> What made you well?” 

“Call me Billy. God healed me.” 
aig could God heal you without a doctor>”’ one little fellow 
bias “‘Can’t God heal a cut on your finger without a doctor>”’ asked 

uby. 

“Why, yes,” slowly acknowledged the boy. 

Another broke in: “Well, Aunt Selina Hanson had a cut on her 
finger that was getting well. When she heard that her son was killed 
over in France, she-felt so bad that her finger got blood poison in it, 
and they had to cut it off.” 

“Yes,” said another, “and now her boy is home, and she ain’t 
got no finger.” 

“*How could he come home when he was dead?” demanded Billy. 

“T didn’t say he was dead. I said she heard he was dead; but 
he wasn’t.” 

“Then getting scared was what gave her blood poison, and not 
anything that really happened to her.” This came from Ruby, always 
ready with an explanation. “If she had trusted God, she wouldn’t 
have been afraid.” 

Then the school bell rang, and they all trooped into the school- 
room. 
“Well, we have some more business,” said Ruby, as they were 
going home. 

““What do you mean? What business?” asked Billy. 

“Fudge,” answered the young business woman. “I took some 
orders today from the teachers. A lot of em.” 

““That’s great! God does a lot for you, doesn’t he >” 

““Well, he gives me the chance, and when he gives me that, and 
the strength, and the ‘know how,’ I guess I can do a little something 
myself.” 

“What are you going to do with all your money?” asked Billy. 

“*Part of it is going into my Unity fund.” 

““What’s that?” 

““Why, you see, I have been helped so much by Unity, that I want 
folks to know about it so they can be healed, too. So I ’scribe for the 
Weekly Unity, or the Unity magazine, or else little Wee Wisdom 
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for some kiddie. The candy money will help us out, for you will need 
some money, too, won't you?” 

“Oh, yes, for a lot of things! Just think of what has a to 
me! I ought to help a lot of people.” 

““What does Unity mean, Aunt Pete>” Billy asked that night. 

“Why, Billy, Unity means one, and the Unity meetings are to 
help us realize that we are one with God. If we let him do his will 
in us, and if we cast out everything from our hearts but love, we shall 
be blessed in every way.” 

“Something has surely changed you,” said Mrs. Williams, to 
her sister. “You seem so happy and cheerful and thoughtful and 
loving. I suppose it is the Unity ideas.” 

“Yes, those ideas will change any one. I have only made a 
beginning; it is a life work to grow in grace and in the knowledge of 
our Lord Jesus Christ—he who is the power within us.” 

“TI don’t understand it,” said Mrs. Williams, “but I mean to 
learn if it will do for me what it has done for you—and Billy.” 


(The end.) 


THE AURORA 


HARRIETTE WATKINS 

Jane and her mother and her father were standing on the porch 
steps, watching the soft red and pink streaks in the blue sky. 

““What is the aurora, Mamma?” asked Jane. 

“Well,” said Mamma, “that is quite a story, and I shall tell it 
to you and Papa. 

“Long ago, before people were on the earth, the fairies had 
this earth for fairyland; but when the people came they drove the 
fairies away, because they did not believe in them. The fairies did 
not know where to have their land, so they flew up into the sky. 

“The fairies had very beautiful wings of all different colors. 
Have you ever noticed how the sun changes color when you look at it? 
Well, the fairies took the sun for their capitol city, and it is the fairies’ 
wings that change the color. At night, though, there is no sun. There 
is only the moon. Do you know, when you look at the moon and 
see a face, that you see not only one, but thousands and thousands of 
fairies’ faces? 

“Sometimes at night the fairies have great dances and feasts, and 
that is called the aurora.” 

“That is a very nice story, Papa,” said Jane. 

There are fairies in our hearts, and we must let them dance a 

feast all of the time. 
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LIDA R. [TALKS 
GOD'S GIFT OF BATS AND SQUIRRELS 


And God said, Let the earth bring forth living creatures after their kind, 
. and it was so. And God made the beasts of the earth after their kind, 
. and God saw that it was good. 


What a happy time we did have talking about our friends in 
feathers—the birds! And do you know that there are quadrupeds 
that fly? “Why, yes,” I hear some one say; “bats!’’ Yes; have 
you ever seen any? 

Once when I was a little girl, my mamma gave me a basket and 
asked me to go to the orchard for some apples. I went straight to my 
very own early harvest apple tree, and there, hanging all over the limbs, 
were the queerest little creatures! I called my brother, who was older 
than I, and who was always ready and glad to learn all that he could 
about curious things. 

““They’re bats,”’ he said, and carefully lifting one from its resting 
place, he carried it to a shady spot where we could study the little 
fellow more closely. 

The bat’s body was about the size of an ordinary mouse and was 
covered with soft brown fur. He had the oddest little face which he 
screwed into all sorts of grimaces. His ears were quite large and his 
little mouth was filled with tiny, sharp, white teeth. On each side was 
a long arm bent at the elbow. His hands were half as long as his arms 
and on each hand were four long fingers. These long arms, hands, and 
fingers formed a framework, which was covered by a thin, tough, 
wrinkled skin that looked like rubber. When he was not flying he 
folded his wings up like a fan. On his feet were five toes. His thumbs 
were left free from the other fingers, and each was furnished with a 
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sharp, strong claw with which the creature could drag itself along the 
ground or climb up a steep wall. 

His wings measured ten inches from tip to tip. His tail was short. 
He used it precisely as the fishes and birds use their tails. The fishes 
use their tails as guides in swimming, and bats and birds use their tails 
as guides in flight. 

The mother bat usually has two tiny baby bats which she cares 
for very tenderly, even carrying them on her back when she is flying. 
The little bats hang tightly to their mother’s fur. 

There are more than one hundred and fifty species of bats. The 
largest of all bats is the “flying fox,”’ so called because its head looks 
like that of a fox. 

The “flying fox” is a vegetarian. Under no circumstances can 
he be persuaded to touch flesh food. 

Bats wash their faces somewhat as a cat does. When tamed, 
they become quite friendly, and are appreciative when people show 
them kindness. 

Do you think of any 
other animal that can fly? 
That is right—the flying 
squirrel. When my 
brother was a little boy, 
he brought from the woods 
two baby flying squirrels. 
Our mother said: “Would 
you like to be taken away 
from this home and from 
me, by a great giant?” 

My brother was only a little fellow and he had not stopped to 
think that the babies loved their mother better than anything else in 
the world, just as human children do. 

After Mother spoke of the love between the mother and the baby, 
my brother turned around, went to the woods as fast as he could, and 
put those baby flying squirrels back into their snug little home. I went 
with him. We saw the mother flying squirrel, and she was the queer- 
est-looking animal! 

She had a fold of skin like a parachute all along each side of her 
body; by the use of it she could make flying leaps through the air. 
She made a long flying leap to the little home nest when she found that 
her babies were back. And we all can imagine how glad she was. 

Last spring a dear, cunning squirrel was sent to us. The children 


named him “Blitzen.” We bought him a cage with a wheel in it, and 
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for an hour at a time he would keep that wheel spinning around, and 
seemed to be quite as happy and contented as when he went frisking 

around outside of the cage. 
He became quite tame, and would do all sorts of funny tricks. He 
would sit on the shoulder of his little mistress and eat from her hand. 
: Once while I 


was sewing out in 
Fy. the grape arbor, a 
\\ grape leaf sud- 

denly dropped on 


my needlework. 

I thought the oc- 

es currence natural enough. Soon another 

leaf dropped, then another and another. 

I looked up and saw that Blitzen was 
trying to tease me. 

One day he ran off to the woods, 
and he enjoyed himself so much better 
among his squirrel friends that he never 

came back. Whenever we think of him now, we enjoy 
« the thought of his freedom. 

The squirrel is a milk-giving animal. The mother 
squirrel feeds her babies with the milk which is produced by her own 
body. Milk-giving animals are called mammals. They are a higher 
expression of life than the bird, and stand at the top of animal life. 

What an interest we feel in every animal that lives! And how 
we do love to see the least sign of intelligence in man or animal! 
Frdbel says that this interest is an open door through which unbounded 
good may pour. This good is the knowing which comes to us through 
living close to nature. By living close to nature we learn the wonderful 
law of nature—which is only another name for God’s law. 
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REUBEN'S WAY TO PEACE 


MaArGARET GRUMBLEsS (8 years) 
Cypress Mill, Texas 


There was once a little boy whose name was Reuben. Reuben 
had no mother, brother, sister, or friends. He lived with his father. 
His father treated him very harshly, so he thought that no one on earth 
loved him, and that he might as well be a very bad boy indeed. 

There was a little girl living next door to Reuben, and Reuben 
asked the little girl if she could tell him how to be good, how to have 
his father treat him well, and how to gain friends. 

“Why, of course, I can,” said the little girl. ‘Go to God in 
prayer, and he will tell you.” 

Reuben followed her advice. God answered his prayers, and 
showed him the way to peace and harmony. 


GOOD DEEDS 


Mary Lyons (6 years) 
Shirley Center, Mass. 


Once upon a time there lived a squirrel and a robin who were 
very good friends. 

One day the robin could not leave her nest, so she could not get 
any food for her children. She told the squirrel, and he brought food 
to her little ones. 

Later, Lady Robin learned that the squirrel was unable to leave 
home, so she brought food for the squirrel and her children. 


GOD'S WISE CREATURES 


BERNICE SHUTTLEWORTH (12 years) 
Alpine, Ind. 


My! Avren’t the birds wise creatures? On the west side of our 
porch there is a rose lattice and a rambler. Last year two sparrows 
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built there and reared their young. This year another pair of sparrows 
came and built, but now they have left the nest because we have a 
very mischievous pup. Every time the birds came near, if the pup 
knew it, he would go after them, and bark. The little birds thought 
that was not a good place for their young. But out in another kind 
of bush, there is a nest which was built by sparrows, and in it are four 
white eggs with brown specks on the ends. The mother bird stays 
on the nest all of the time, except when she goes to get something 
to eat. 

Farther up in the same bush is a robin’s nest with young birds 
in it. From:within the house we can see the mother feeding her young. 
We also can see the little robins with their heads up and their mouths 
open to get the food. 


DO YOUR BEST 


RACHEL CLARK 
Eastman, Ga. 


Always speak the truth. 

Obey your father and mother. 
Think before you speak. 

Always keep your promises. 
Always do your best. 


THE MOCKING BIRD 
TEssiE BURMEISTER (12 years) 
Shelby, Mich. 
The dark night is falling; the leaves are all asleep; 
The mocking bird sings sweetly, for he knows that soon 


The stars will be shining, and his head will be nodding 
Into the land of dreams. 


AUTUMN AND WINTER 


ADLEE Houston (13 years) 
Ft. Worth, Tex. 


Here comes Autumn, the dancing girl, 
To make the trees laugh, and the gay leaves whirl. 


Soon old Winter will be here; 
Thanksgiving, too, is very near. 


The frost and snow will then rule the days, 
And old Wind will ride upon the many sleighs. 
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THE WONDER BOOK 


La Vona Havirp 
St. Louis, Mo. 


Wee Wisdom is the best of all, 

Is read by those both large and small; 
And every month its happy lines 
Send much joy to many minds. 


It is a help for those in need, 

It helps us both in word and deed; 
And every morning, noon, and night, 
It helps us do that which is right. 


FAITH IN GOD 


LuciILLE GILLETTE (11 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


Mary was a little girl who had been crippled in an accident. 
Her friends often played in Mary’s yard, so that she could see them 
and thus be entertained. Mary spent much of her time by the window, 
reading. She loved to read, so her mother subscribed for Wee Wis- 
dom for her. Mary read the stories about God, and she also learned 
to pray. She prayed and gave thanks for all the beautiful things in 
the world, and that she could see to read good stories. By faith in 
God, she was healed. She gave thanks to God for healing her, and 
then she prayed for all other children who were ill, and who did not 
know how to pray. 


EvELYN C. PLETscH (15 years) 


Trust, trust, trust, in God, 
Who in his love 
Protects and keeps us 
From all harm and alarm. 
So trust, trust, trust. 


Pray, pray, pray, to God, 

o supplies our every need 
If we ask in faith, 
So the Bible saith. 


So pray, pray, pray. 


| 
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GRACE E.. SLOATE 


When the night is slowly waning 
And the dawn comes on apace, 

And the morning-glory wakens 
With the light upon its face, 

Then the flowers all listen—listen 
To the music they love well, 

To the faint and far-off ringing 
Of the Canterbury bell. 


Then the flower-de-luce unfolding, 
Wafts its fragrance on the air; 
And the columbine rejoices 
That the morning is so fair; 
Then the blossoms all awaking, 
In each leafy mead and dell, 
Listen to the fairy ringing 
Of the Canterbury bell. 
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Mt 


ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I try to live up to your 
motto. I try in every way to trust in Jesus. The stories, poems, and Bible 
Lessons have helped me to live up to Jesus’ word.—Lois Karr. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Every day the Truth helps me so much in school, 
at home, and everywhere I go.—Maurine Williams. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I was ill I said The Prayer of Faith and I 
was made well. I praise God for this blessing —V irginia Kite. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI earned a year’s subscription to Wee Wisdom by 
winning a prize on a school essay. I say The Prayer of Faith every night.— 
Georgia Sirucher. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have received the March and April issues of Wee 
Wisdom, and I am eagerly waiting for the May number. My eyes are much 
better, and my head doesn’t ache any more.—Edward Rider. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am better of that cough long ago and thank you 
so much. I say The Prayer of Faith every night and sometimes in the morning, 
and I know God hears. I like Wee Wisdom.—Ruby Bolander; Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are a great help to me.—Ruth Towner. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all your stories and poems. ‘The lessons in 
Busy Sunbeams teach me to sew.—Majorie Trafelet. 

Dear Wees—The Prayer of Faith helps me to understand my lessons. 
When we have programs at school I recite some of the stories or poems that 
are in Wee Wisdom.—Helen Curnuit. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ and 
““Sandman.”” The Prayer of Faith has helped me wonderfully in schoolwork 
and in music.—Genevieve Scott. 

Dear Wees—lI want to thank you for helping me in my school lessons. 
I am improving in my schoolwork. I say The Prayer of Faith every morning 
and every evening. It helps me very much.—Cecile Barnett. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I like all the stories and 
poems so much that I do not know which I like best. I had a bad cold. I said 
The Prayer of Faith and the cold soon left. Wee Wisdom helps me in my 
schoolwork. Here is a poem I composed: 

We are God’s loving children, 
So we have nought to fear. 
And we are never lonely, 
For God is always here. 


—Louise Durand. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your stories. I like best, ““The Garden, 
the Gate, and the Key”’ and Magic Pillows. I had a bad cold last week. I 
read The Prayer of Faith and soon the cold left—Mary Overend. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I had earache and I prayed that it would leave, and 
it did leave-—Charlotte Durand. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When arithmetic problems seem difficult I say ‘““God 
is my help in every need,” then they are easily solved.—A melia Ceaser. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—We organized a Booster Club and have elected our 
officers. We made gifts for children who are in a hospital. This is our 
first work with the exception of praying for other Wees and Boosters. We are 
trying to keep the Booster object in mind.—Louise Westover; Helen Ward; 
John Dolan; Fern Peck. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yY our stories radiate so much love that I can’t say 
=. one I like best. Our Sunday school has started a Booster Club.—Helen 

ard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have received only three numbers of Wee Wisdom 
and enjoy them very much. I find much good reading and many helpful thoughts 
in Wee Wisdom and know that they will be of great benefit to me. I enjoy the 
Puzzle Page.—V irginia Gilliland. 

Dear Secretary—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I wish that it would 
come every week instead of every month. I read Wee Wisdom from cover 
to cover.—Edna Pyndall. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. You make me feel that God 
is with me all the time. I cannot be too grateful to the friend who subscribed 
to Wee Wisdom for me.—Muriel Seeman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the Bible Lessons. I have a brother and a 
sister; they read Wee Wisdom, too. When we have finished reading Wee 
Wisdom, I give it to my friends. When I do any work I ask God to help me. 
—Louise McHenry. 
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WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 
William Vaughan, Staffard, N. Y.; Sue Johnson, RFD route 504, box 
40, Royal Oak, Mich.; Mary Russel, Pomeroy, Wash.; Georgia Strucher, 
327 Cascade st., Erie, Pa.; Parinth Wiley, 503 Armstrong st., Columbus, 
Ohio; Norma DeMarco, 660 W. 61st pl., Chicago, IIl.; Beatrice Jackson, 
Torrance, Calif.; Rosemary Pfeffer, RFD route 2, box 43, Los Gatos, Calif. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 
Frank Tamakloe; Lucille Murat; Olive Selman; Robert Selman; Mildred 
York; Margaret Clements; Marquardt Hall; Margaret Owen; Georgia Strucher; 
Charlotte Snell ; Louise Brumley; Amber Wilkins; Dorothy McKenzie; Edward 
H. Cate; Meredith Colket; Gordon Colket; Herbert Schwartz; Helen Schwartz ; 
William Conway; Julia Conway; Evelyn Leach; Marjorie Arnold; Marion 
Arnold; Gladys Arnold; Clifford Arnold; Smith Wheaton; Georgia Densla. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 
Minnie Barber: schoolwork, music, health; Annie Wilson: employment; 
Everette Morton: schoolwork; Eleanor Maxwell: schoolwork, health for sister, 
E. and S., vision; Parinth Wiley: health for mother; Edward Cate: schoolwork, 


health for papa; Frances Graves: recover ring. 


Dear Wees: 


All of you who have read Wee Wisdom for a year know 
that in August we have our birthday number. 

In our birthday number we like to use many Booster let- 
ters and many stories in our Young Authors’ department. All 
of you who have birthday letters and stories to send, should 
send them at once, so that they will be sure to reach us in time 
for August Wee Wisdom. 

Why not make your letters tell some of the good things 
that you have received through Truth the past year? That 
would interest every one, and would give you a standard by 
which to measure your growth in Truth the coming year. Also 
it would encourage the new readers of Wee Wisdom. When 
they see that Truth helps you in every way, they will know 
that in every way they may receive help through it. 

Let us see who will be the first to send in his birthday 


letter. 
With love, 
THE Epiror. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FrANcEs W. FouLks 


Dear Wees—July days, and all the Wees well started on a nice 
long vacation. Do you ever get tired of play, I wonder? Let me 
whisper to you a secret: You will enjoy your play, oh, so much more 
‘if you have a bit of play work, as we shall call it, to keep you busy 
part of the time. Do I hear a chorus of “No,” or is it “Yes, yes”? I 
was a little girl once and I have not forgotten the joy that came with 
play after a task well done. And what a gladsome song there was in 
my heart! I dare each one of you to try it out this summer, and I am 
going to give you the very best work to do. It will help Mother and it 
will also beautify the lovely little dresses that she is making for you 
to wear this warm weather. 

In every one of these little designs that I have made for you, you 
are to use stitches that you have learned in other lessons. If it were 
not vacation time we should call it a review lesson, but that wouldn’t 
be fair, would it? 

We shall learn about diagram |, first. It will be so pretty on one 
of your very thin dresses, perhaps an organdie. If you use this design 
on thin material you need only to lay the cloth right over the pattern 
and mark with a lead pencil, but if you use a heavy material you will 
have to trace the pattern on a piece of paper and then on the garment. 
This design will be pretty on one side of a straight one-piece dress, 
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letting the basket part come about at the waist line. Or it may be 
used on the front, near the neck, and again on the hem, or perhaps you 
would like it better on each side in the place of pockets. In this case 
you will use the design just as it is on the right hand side of the dress 
but reverse it for the other side. The best way to do this is to fold the 
dress down the middle and stick a few pins in to hold in place. Put 
a piece of transfer paper underneath the two layers of cloth where 
the design is on the top layer; trace rather lightly. Now you have 
them on the same place on both sides! 

We are ready now to start with our pretty colors. Let us see 
how nicely we can do the work. We are going to use two threads of 
the six-thread strand floss. A\ll the ribbons, the stems, the handle, 
az the outside of the basket, and the 
lines that run across the basket are 
worked in outline stitch. Make the 
ribbon of pink or blue, the basket of 
a pretty brown. The little up-and- 
down lines of the basket are made 
of one stitch each. Just stick the 
needle up through the cloth at the 
top of the line each time, and down 
underneath at the bottom. The rib- 
bon has a row of French knots of the 
‘same color as the outline. The 
leaves and the stems are of green, the 
leaves being made in the lazy daisy 
stitch. There are a number of lazy 
daisies in the basket. Make the cen- 
ter one of deep blue, also the one 
that has only four leaves; make the 
other two of a lighter blue. Find the 
two big flowers made of French 
knots. Now listen while I tell you 
how to make these: The center knot 
is of yellow, the row nearest to it is 
of deep rose color, the outer row of 
a lighter rose color. A\ll of the little flowers on the top of the basket 
are made of deep heliotrope, the three dots on right side of the basket, 
of deep rose; the two dots, of yellow; the next flower, of deep blue. 
Make the top one of the two together of heliotrope, the lower of light 
rose, and the last one of deep rose. Ass you put each little flower in 
place in your basket you will see it getting prettier and prettier. Just — 
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like gathering a basketful of bright posies from the garden, isn’t it? 

And you will feel the same delight, as you run to Mother to show her 
this basket, as you do with the garden flowers. 

Diagram 2 shows a smaller basket, and diagram 3 a little wreath, 

which you may use on other dresses, on pockets, sleeves, sash ends, 
around the skirt, on the 


waist—any place that et NS 
they seem to fit. These 
small designs will be easy 
after working the large 
one, for they are done in "298 Qos" 
the same way and with oor ANS 


the same colors. See how 

nicely you can arrange the 

colors, so that they will “/. 

look like real bouquets. . Diag ramMo 

Now did not every 
one of you enjoy doing these pretty things as you rested from play or 
after an errand, on the shady veranda or in the swing under the trees? 
It is good to play these July days in the early morning and in the late 
afternoon, and to do the needlework while the sun is hot. 

Flowers are blooming everywhere, and may every little child of 
God, wherever he is, be happy and joyful at work or at play, during 
this long vacation. May you be like a bright blossom, refreshing to 
all about you. 


We thank thee, Lord, for skies 
of blue, 
For home and food and friend- 


ships true. 


TABLE 
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THE ADVENTURE OF LEMUEL 


Lemuel the lizard stopped. When Lemuel stopped, he stopped. 
Not a muscle moved. He was rigid from bright eyes to tail. He 
scarcely seemed to breathe, unless one bent very close, and then— 
Lemuel was gone. But at the moment, Lemuel was there, under a bit 
of sage, his head lifted in alarm. 

It was a midsummer day on a western Kansas prairie. There 
was not a house or a tree or a shrub in sight for miles in any direction— 
not even a hill or a hummock. An occasional ant hill was the only 
variety which nature offered. But it was neither as hot nor as desolate 
as one might think. The bigness of the prairie was exhilarating; the 
heat was neither heavy nor stifling, but it was light and pulsing. 

To Lemuel the lizard the above description would have seemed 
very droll indeed. To him the prairie was teeming with life and in- 
terest. A\ll around him thousands of tiny creatures were carrying on 
the business of living and of rearing families, in a most serious and 
whole-hearted way. 

Lemuel, too, was serious, for an alarming shadow had been 
thrown across his path. Suddenly a brown hand shot out in his di- 
rection, but Lemuel was not there. Swiftly he had darted down a hole 
a few feet away. 

What the owner of the brown hand lacked in speed, he made up 
in wisdom. 

“Of course there may be two entrances to that hole,” he said, 
“but if there is only one entrance I can dig him out; anyway it is worth ~ 
trying.” 

Carefully the hole was enlarged and soon Lemuel, frightened 
and rigid, was imprisoned in the cupped hands of a sunburned boy. 

“Now Bill, you don’t need to be frightened,” said the boy in a 
voice that was soft and coaxing, but Lemuel did not relax. In the 
first place his name was not Bill, and in the second place, he was not 
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listening very closely. He was too busy looking for an opening be- 
tween those brown fingers. 

“Tt’s all right, Bill, old ‘pal;’ I won’t keep you long. I just 
wanted to see how you looked, close up. You look so much like the 
prairie that it is no wonder that you are hard to see when you are still. 
I wonder why you are afraid of me. My, but you shot away when 
I stretched out my hand! Oh, I'll bet I know,” and the boy laughed. 
“Tt was an ancestor of yours who was kicked out of the chimney in 
the white rabbit’s house. He was greeted by murmurs of “Poor Bill,’ 
from the onlookers, you remember. But perhaps you do not remem- 
ber, for of course you have not read ‘Alice in Wonderland.’ [| 
shouldn’t be surprised, though, if all of your family since Bill have 
inherited a fear of humans. After this you need not be afraid, because 
you know that I am not hurting you at all. And now I shall open my 
fingers and let you slip through.” 

So Lemuel the lizard shot away to freedom, while the boy con- 
tinued his journey. For some time Lemuel sat rigid under the tumble- 
weed where he had darted. Perhaps he was thinking that after all his 
fear of humans had been foolish. Those small brown hands had not 
squeezed or hurt him at all, and the voice had been gentle. Perhaps 
the tiny heart of Lemuel felt, just a bit, the friendliness of the boy. 
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Lesson 4, JULY 22, 1923. 


JOHN THE APOSTLE.—Luke 9:49-56; John 19:25-27; I 
John 4:7, 8. 


GOLDEN TEXT—God is love; and re that abideth in love abideth 
in God, and God abideth in him.—I John 4:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Because John is called the disciple of love, and because he wrote 
a great deal about love, the study of his life helps to bring out love in 
each one of us. 

Until our love is made perfect as the love of God is perfect, we are 
likely to hold little thoughts. John thought that he ought to stop the man 
who was healing in the name of Jesus Christ, just as we sometimes think 
that those who are not in the same classes or schools that we are in, should 
not share our picnics and our other joys. Or sometimes we love our 
teachers more than the Word of God which they teach. When our love | 
is selfish and small, we need to ask God to make our love more like his great 
love, to perfect our love. Then our hearts will be filled with love not only 
for God, but for all his children. 

In his writings John tries to make us know that God is love, and that 
by showing love to those around us we know God better. The last two 
verses of the lesson are very beautiful: “Beloved, let us love one another: 
for love is of God; and everyone that loveth is begotten of God, and 
knoweth God. He that loveth not knoweth not God; for God is love.” 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
Of what does John make us think? 
Is the love in us sometimes small ? 
What should we do when our love is small ? 
How can we know God better? 


Lesson THOUGHT—1 am the child of love and love rules my every 
thought. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I want to be a follower 
Whom Jesus loveth well; 
I’ll make my heart a holy place 

Where love may ever dwell. 


Lesson 5, JuLy 29, 1923. 
MATTHEW THE PUBLICAN.—Matt. 9:9-13; Luke 5:27, 28. 


GoLDEN TEXT—I am not come to call the righteous but sinners. 
—Luke 5:32. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Each one of the disciples of Jesus stands for a quality which is in 
curselves. Matthew represents the will, because when we are called to 
give up other things in order to be followers of Jesus, we must use our wills 
in order to do it. If we do not have wills strong enough to make us 
promptly leave everything when Jesus calls, we find it hard to know what 
we should do. 

We learned in the lesson about Saul that we should not let our 
human wills rule us. In this lesson we find that when the will is ready to 
follow Jesus Christ, it becomes a wise and good leader. Before we know 
Jesus, we may be hated by many people, because we may seem to think 
only of making money, or of other selfish things, but when the divine love 
which is Jesus softens our wills, then we become glad and our hearts rejoice. 
Matthew gave the great feast to show the gladness of his heart because 
Jesus had found him and had called him to be His disciple. 

The publicans and sinners who sat at the feast with Jesus are like the 
wrong thoughts which people sometimes have. In this lesson Jesus teaches 
that we are not to shun these wrong thoughts; we should heal them. Our 
good thoughts do not need our healing, for they will not only cause good 
words and deeds, but if we train them aright they will help us to make 
the wrong thoughts good. Jesus was not ashamed of being seen with 
publicans and sinners at a feast, because he knew that he could help them. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


Of what quality in ourselves does Matthew teach us? 
When do we need to use our wills? 

When does the will become a wise leader? 

What should we do with our wrong thoughts? 


LEsson THOUGHT—/ will let Jesus Christ guide my will, and I will 
heal all my wrong thoughts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


When Jesus calls I'll leave my all 
To follow where he leads; 

I'll heal my thoughts, so every one 
May bring forth righteous deeds. 


Lesson 6, AucustT 5, 1923. 
MARY MAGDALENE.—Luke 8:1-3; John 19:25; 20:11-18. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Oour soul hath waited for Jehovah: He is our help 
and our shield.—Ps. 33:20. 


WHAT THE LESSON. TEACHES 


The story of Mary Magdalene makes us think about love and grati- 
tude. Love comes to the heart from God, and when we are truly thankful 
for anything our love grows stronger and we are more eager to serve the 
one from whom the good comes. 

The healing of Mary Magdalene by the word of Jesus set her free 
from the evil spirits which were in her. When we have within us the spirit 
of anger, of disobedience, of fear, we need the healing which Jesus Christ 
alone can give us. If we go to him, as Mary Magdalene did, he will set 
us free. We find the spirit of Jesus Christ when we talk to God in prayer, 
and the more we seek him the more we love him. 

Then when he sets us free from the things which make us unhappy, 
we want to show our thanks by serving him in every way that we can. 
If we have wealth, we are willing to use it to help his followers, because we 
know that when we help them he is pleased. 

In our gratitude we try to stay just as near to the Christ spirit as we 
can. We are sorry when we see others being cruel to him by disobeying 
his commands, and we send him our love thoughts to show our sympathy 
for him. 

One of the things which we admire in the life of Mary Magdalene is 
a quality which we call constancy. Many people are willing to serve part 
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of the time, but she was always looking for a chance to serve. It is the 
constant readiness that our Lord expects from us. 

When we let the Christ spirit rise within us, it always wants us to go 
and tell others about it, just as Jesus sent Mary Magdalene to tell the 
disciples that she had seen him. The best way to tell others about Jesus 
is by living as he would have us live. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Of what does the story of Mary Magdalene make us think? 

What kind of evil spirits do we have? 

Where do we go to become free from the evil things in ourselves ? 

Does Jesus Christ expect us to tell others about him? 

Lesson THOUGHT—Jesus Christ sets me free from all evil and my 
only wish is to serve him always. 


MEMORY VERSE 
From every form of evil 
The Savior sets me free; 


To follow and be near him 
Is joy enough for me. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 12, 1923. 
MARTHA AND MARY.—Luke 10:38-42; Mark 14:3-9. 


GoLDEN TExXT—Mary hath chosen the good part, which shall not be 
taken away from her.—Luke 10:42. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


There are two ways in which we serve God and show our love and 
our respect for him. One way is in our work and our play, and the other 
way is in what we call worship. These are what we call the outer way 
and the inner way, and both are important. We worship by praying, by 
singing songs of praise, by reading the word of God, and by listening to 
spiritual teachers. Worship is the more spiritual way in which we serve 
God. 

Martha was serving her Lord by preparing his food and in doing the 
work about the house which gave him comfort and pleasure. But she forgot 
that he was not looking so much to his own comfort as he was for a chance 
to teach his friends the great things of God. She forgot, also, that when she 
wanted Jesus to send Mary to help her, she was not willing to allow Mary 
to worship in her own way. We must arrange our lives so that we can 
serve God freely in both ways. If our work worries us or makes us anxious 
or tired or fretful, we are not doing it in the right spirit. Sometimes people 
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become so worried about the things which they have to do, that they never 
take time to be still and talk to God and wait for God to speak to them. 
We all should take the time to spend in prayer and praise. When we do 
this our work grows easier for us, because we get strength from God with 
which to do it. 

It was not wasteful for Mary to use the precious ointment in her 
worship of the Lord. She showed that nothing in the world was of as great 
value to her as her love for God’s Son. When we are willing to give our 
most precious things in the service of God he always pours out greater 
blessings upon us. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


In what two ways do we show our love for God? 

Name some of the ways in which we worship. 

Should either way be neglected? 

Is anything wasted which we give to God? 

LEssoN THOUGHT—! will serve God both in my work and by listen- 
ing to his voice within. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I'll labor for the Master, 
And serve him day by day; 
T’ll ever ask for guidance 
To choose the better way. 


= 
wa \ = 


WEE WISDOM 39 


TELLING WHAT WE THINK 


I once heard one boy speak of another boy. The boys were 
friends, but the first did not like something which the second had done. 
He said: 

“T’ll tell him what I think of him.” 

I wondered what the boy would tell his friend. If he should 
tell all that he thought, he would say many splendid things: How 
he loved him for his good qualities; how glad he was for their true 
friendship; how he relied upon his friend for sympathy and help in 
every time of real need. 

But the boy meant that he was going to say something disagree- 
able to his friend. He thought of only one ugly thing out of many 
beautiful things: yet he was going to say the ugly thing as his thought 
and not mention one of the many beautiful things. 

What do we think of our friends? 

We think that they are splendid and true, or we would not have 
them for our friends. When a friend does something which we do 
not wholly like, we are going to remember all his good qualities. Then 
if we tell him what we think of him, we have only words of praise 
for him. 

We know that all people are splendid and true, within, where we 
know heaven to be; where is the goodness of God. We always can 
think of this, no matter what any one does. To think this way is to 
think God’s truth. Truth keeps us free from hurt feelings and mis- 
understandings. 

The practice of true thoughts about people brings the Spirit of 
truth to us. Jesus Christ said that the Spirit of truth will lead us into 
all truth about all of life. 


LESSONS 

STUDENTS 
IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 
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THE LITTLE DROP 


ANN RogE-ANDERSON 


Wee Water-drop in the ocean deep, 
Complained, “I am so small, 

I can’t float ships, or be a wave, 
I’m only a drop—that’s all.” 


The great waves boomed, as they rolled along: 
“Come on, little one, don’t shirk ; 

Except for you, we could not be, 

Each drop has a special work.” 


In its home of blue, Water-drop sang: 
“T help to raise the tide, 
_To roll the waves, and float the ships; 
I’m one with the ocean wide.” 
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PUZZLE 


My first is in love, which we all should give; 
My second’s in mind, by which we all live; 

My third is in God, our help when in need; 

My fourth is in Father, whose voice we should heed; 
My fifth is in Truth, a wonderful light; 

My sixth is in health, our God-given right; 

My seventh’s in faith, which lifts us up higher; 
My eighth is in prayer, which we know is desire; 
My ninth is in kindness and also in duty; 

My tenth you will find in joy and in beauty; 
My whole is a writer whose stories, I ween, 
Help make the enjoyment of Wee Wisdom keen. 


By beginning with the proper letter in the following sentence and 
then taking each fourth letter, you will find the name of something 
that thousands of children love: 

Because I live where others dwell I bless and do to them as | 
would have them bless and do to me. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JUNE WEE WISDOM 


Code Puzzle: 
Do you wish the world were better? 
Let me tell you what to do: 
Set a watch upon your actions; 
Keep them always straight and true. 
Rid your mind of selfish motives, 
Let your thoughts be clean and high. 
You can make a little Eden 
Of the sphere you occupy. 


—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
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HUMMING BIRDS 


We have a bed of four-o'clocks in our garden. 


Mother and Buddy planted the seeds in the 
spring, and Buddy hoed the plants and kept out the 
weeds. 


The blossoms open in the evening, and the hum- 
ming birds come to get honey from them. 


Buddy and | go and stand among the plants and 
watch the little birds. We stand as still as can be, 
and they are not afraid of us. Sometimes they come 
so close that they almost touch us. 


Buddy holds my hand to make sure that I will 


not move. 


The birds are very small. They have shining 
green feathers and a long bill. When they take 
honey from the flowers they keep their wings going. 
Their wings make a low hum, and Buddy says that 
is why the birds are called humming birds. 
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One day Buddy melted some sugar in a spoon 
and held it among the flowers. Two of the little 
birds ate from the spoon. 


Buddy found a humming bird's nest last summer, 
but I was too small to go and see it. If he finds one 
this summer, he will show it to me. 
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THE FLA 


IMELDA 
OCTAVIA. 
SHANKLIN 
" The flag comes by! The flag comes by! 


Take off the hat and proudly stand; 
As emblem of our country’s faith, 


We pledge to it both heart and hand. 


The continental hero true 
First looked upon its vivid flame, ! 
And on its altar he was first 
To place his fortunes and his fame. 


And since that time a nation’s host 
Have made that flag their highest trust, 

Have worked their works through storm and calm 
To keep it fearless, stainless, just. 


A star for you, a star for me, 
Bright stars that glow for ev'ry one; 
To children born beyond the seas, 
These stars shall be a rising sun. 


Its red shines for adventures bold; 

The peace we love gleams in its white; 
Its rippling glories, fold on fold 

Speak for the strength that rests on right. 


Now cheer on cheer, now cheer on cheer! 
The flag comes by! The flag comes by! 
By all we honor, here we vow 


To keep that bright flag in the sky. 
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A SUMMER'S READING 


WEE WISDOM'S WAY—A family story book read with in- 
terest by people of all ages. The children all love Baby Grace, 


‘who teaches them so much in her cute little way. Paper, 75 


cents; cloth, $1.50. 


- TREASURE BOX—Tells an old-fashioned tale of two girls. 


One likes to dillydally along and idle the days away; the other 
enjoys definite tasks. Resulte are most interesting. Price, 


50 cents. 


_ THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE KEY—Eight full-page 


colored pictures illustrate the high points in this engaging story. 
You'll hang with breathless interest on the quest of, ~~ little 
girls. Price, $1.50. ' 


IN CHRIST'S GARDEN—Dewy fragrance, dancing sunbeams, 
twittering birdlings, soft moonlight, greet the little maiden as 
she saunters about in her dream garden, listening meanwhile 
to the tender whisperings of the Master. Price, 50 cents. 


LOVE’S ROSES—Many girls are striving for the prize. But 
Thelma is the one who has the crown placed on her head by the 
lovely queen who is all shimmery in white and gold—an honor 
any girl might live and work for. Price, 25 cents. 


WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK, Vol. I—A feast of pictures 


—more than sixty of them; some stories—one about Indians; 
another about “What Puck Told Peter Pi many poems, too, illus- 
trated with colored pictures. Price, $1. 


WEE WISDOM PICTURE BOOK, Vol. II—Twenty-two poems, 
illustrated by ninety-two colored pictures, the work of the Unity 
artist, make up this book, in which the children fairly revel 
with delight. Price, $1. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


| 
4 


BLANCHE 


Picnics under spreading 
trees— 
Swimming in the pools— 
Locked and lonely, quiet 
now, 
Stand deserted schools. 


From the fields and vacant 
lots, 
Loud and clear the call— 
Shrill young voices chal- 
lenging: 
“Come on now, play ball!” 
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To love God's 
Children everywhere, 
And with them 
All his love to share— 
That's freedom. 
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To know God's 
{ Wisdom guides the 


way 
And lights my path 
Both night and 


That's freedom. 
To feel God's 


Joy that comes to 
stay 
With all who 
Walk in wisdom's 
way— 
That's freedom. 


LY 
| 
\Wa GAN | 
( t/, J 


| 
\ 


